"l'ii%afraid so," said Waring.  "I tried to stop him from
sending it, but lie wouldn't listen."
"There wasn't much else he could do, was there?"
" Oh, I don't know," said Waring,   " Pedder's letter was
perfectly pleasant and reasonable. He could have compromised
if he'd wanted to."
I said, " Oh comes R.B.! After having the Section taken
out of his hands and given to Easton's gang?"
" Well, he would have been on the Committee."
" That seems to me the dirtiest crack of the lot."
Waring shrugged his shoulders. <e I don't understand these
big scientific boys," he said rather irritably. " They're like a
lot of kids with their bloody squabbles."
After a pause I said, " Weil, what happens now?"
Waring hesitated " 1 don't know," he said. " There's beea
no reply from Pedder yet."
, "You think he'll let the Old Mao resign?"
Waring looked up in some surprise. "Of course. Why
should lie try to stop him?"
" He might have thought it was a pity co let him gos" ! said
rather bitterly.
"Oh, hell accept his resignation all right," said Waring.
"The question is, what will happen then?"
I said, "What d'you think will?'*'
Waring looked at me rather uncertainly and then started to
draw squares on his blotting paper. I thought, "So it's all
fixed/'
ff/ don't know/' said Waring. "Your guess is as good as
mine."
"Will they disband the Section?"
" I shouldn't think so," said Waring, still drawing squares,
" Not entirely, anyhow. They'll probably do the sort of thing
Pedder suggests."
"Bring in a new director and put the whole thing under
Easton's outfit?"
"Something like that."
"Who will the director be?"
"How should I know?" said Waring irritably. "You know
these people better than I do."
"Somebody like Sturges, I expect," I said watching him
closely. "Or Brine."
" No idea," said Waring chucking down his pencil n I sup-
pose we shall hear soon enough." He got up. " Well, there it
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